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I dream of one who is dead,

As the forms of green trees float and fall in the water,

The dreams float and fall in my mind.

I dream of him wandering in a far land,

I dream of him bringing hope to the hopeless,

I dream of him bringing light to the blind.

I dream of him kearing the voice,

The bitter cry of Kathleen ni Houlighaun

On the salt Atlantic wind.

I dream of the hatred of men,

Their lies against hrm who knew nothing of lying,

Nor was there fear in his mind.

I dream of our hopes and fears,
The long bitter struggle of the broken-hearted,
With hearts that were poisoned and hard.
I dream of the peace in his soul,
And the early morning hush on the grave of a hero
In the desolate prison yard.
I dream of the death that he died,
For the sake of God and Kathleen ni Houlighaun,
Yea, for Love and the Voice on the Wind.
I dream of one who is dead.
Above dreams that float and fall in the water
A new star shines in my mind.